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very Friday morning, the daf yomi shiur at the Young Israel of New
Rochelle would be given by Dr. Arthur Turetsky — and he didn’t stop
smiling. His enthusiasm and excitement in giving over the daf was like
that of a shanah alefkid who finally grasps the sweetness of the Gemara.
He was a staple of the New Rochelle daf'yomi chabura, but it wasn’t just
the dafthat excited this top-tier veteran pulmonologist — his personal
Torah library could rival that of a small yeshivah, and he always made
sure to get his hands on the latest sefer that had just been printed,
stealing glances in his busy schedule bein gavra l'gavra.

out for him half a
century ago, growing up in a traditional home in Bridgeport, Connecticut. Young, promising
Arthur Turetsky was on a trajectory toward Ivy League university, medical school and joining
his father’s medical practice. While he did ultimately attend medical school and became a
talented and successful physician, continuing in his father’s footsteps, he took an unexpected

detour along the way.

He had always been interested in his Jewish heritage even while attending public school,
and upon graduation a young rabbi encouraged him to check out Yeshiva University. He was
intrigued by the possibility of being able to learn Torah while getting a college degree — but
when he broached the topic with his parents, they weren’t exactly enthusiastic. But Arthur
wore them down with his assurances that he would continue on to medical school following
his hoped-for yeshivah education. Family lore is that Rabbi Dr. Samuel Belkin, YU’s longtime,
venerated president, called the Turetskys himself to make the case for a yeshivah education.
In the end they acquiesced - but that meant Arthur would have a lot of catching up to do. So
the summer before his freshman year, he taught himself Rashi script so that he wouldn’t be so
far behind his fellow students.
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His commitment
tomedicine was

notrelegated to
his job or specific
hours.

He began his YU career in the JSS program
geared toward baalei teshuvah and those with
weaker backgrounds. By the end of his time
in YU though, he had moved up to a regular
yeshivah shiur - because once he started
learning, he never stopped. His excitement for
new sefarim and learning a new pshat never
waned. There was nothing jaded or jaundiced
about his view of Torah; it was all beautiful and
exciting.

parentsand attended Albert Einstein medical
schoo' . where he met his wife Rochelle, also
a medical student. After she finished med
school and he completed his residency, they
moved back to Bridgeport, where he joined
his father’s practice. Later, as their family
grew, they moved to Fairfield, CT, where he
took an active role in the local day school,
ensuring the existence of Torah education
for the very small Jewish community.

at Bridgeport
hospital for many years and maintained a nearby
private practice, which enabled him to check up
on his hospitalized patients.

Fairfield had no Jewish high school though,
so in 1993, as the kids got older, they moved
to New Rochelle, which was one of the closest
frum communities to Connecticut. This way
they could continue their practices there
(Rochelle worked as a pediatrician and later
as a sleep medicine specialist) while giving
their children the opportunity to attend the
large yeshiva day and high schools.

By Rachel Ginsberg

| ACUPOVERFLOWING
Some people need to be reminded
of all the blessings in their lives. Dr
Turetsky never took any of them
for granted. His appreciation and
respect for his wife was like that of
a chassan in sheva brachos. Every
morning as she woke up, she’d
find a cup of coffee at her bedside,
prepared just the way she liked.
His pride in his three sons -- all
committed to lives of Torah and
mitzvos -- and grandchildren knew
no bounds. A grandchild’s sticky handprint
that left its mark on his shirt would make him
smile - it was just another reminder of the
blessings in his life. With Dr. Turetsky, it was
never a question of whether the glass was half
empty or half full: It was always overflowing.

He didn’t care about the latest styles and
didn’t get caught up in consumerism. If his
shirt fit, even if it was twenty years old, it
was good enough. Yet the one area where he
appreciated the newest and best was seforim,
and when it came to presents, his greatest joy
was to buy seforim for his children. When
he gifted a sefer, he would always write the
date. His sons recounted that, looking a those
dates, they realized that he had bought them
various Rishonim and Acharonim on the
Gemara when they were just nine years old,
assuming that someday they’d appreciate it.
And they did.

He was an early riser and would sit at the
kitchen table every morning with his coffee
and a sefer. His children say they don’t
remember a time that they woke up and he
wasn’t already there at his post, sitting and
learning. His grandchildren visiting from
Eretz Yisrael knew that when they would
wake up at 4:30 a.m. from jetlag, Sabba would
be sitting at the kitchen table, happy to pour
them cereal.

He had a unique love of Eretz Yisrael.
He and his wife visited often, especially after
two sons and their families made aliyah.
Toward the end of every trip he had a little
ritual: He would go to the shuk and buy a
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kept it up until he was : \I With Dr issues, but also his X U how at any hour he was willing to help them with their
hospitalized last month ; R ¢ recommendations ‘ ‘ . =, L e - : own medical situations, offer advice and give direction.
at the age of 71): Early Q Tul‘etsky, for any other medical ‘ : o His commitment to medicine was not relegated to his
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his shoulders, his very struck a positive il T into the hospital on Purim.
nature was laid back was halfempty chord with me. ki As a pulmonologist and critical care doctor, he knew
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